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(They know 3 to time it) 
Mrs Sinns is full of whims, . 


And hates cur fo 185 climate, 
Mrs Grill is very il 


Nothing can improve her, 1 + 3 
Unless she sees the Thuilleries, 5 
Aud er the Louvre. I 
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Lawk ! who 1 that ths 061 "I 
Her parasol who handles? 

Tis Mrs. Flame, the Borough dame, 

Who deals in tallow candles, TY is 

Nay, goody, pray don't turn away, 
These mounseers do not trust em; 

Whene' er we meet in Tooley Krege 
"Mi romise ou custom. 
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Prudenoe chides, but folly Noe th ” n 
We know not which to. mind most, 
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The Loſt take. 1 lh 2: 
Thus we dance, through giddy France. 

And when we. find the fun one, 
The piper pay, and march away, 

With empty Puree! to London? 
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When men flatter, sigh and languin. 
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Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was oer 
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What voice have I heard? 'twas my: Henry that — 
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«Thou thalt live, she — e reſſe vie 
Each anguishing wound, shall e 
„Ah I no, the last pang in my bosom is heaving, 
No light of the morn sh iο Henry return 1 * 
Thou 7 of life, eder lender and true 
- Ye babes of my lotus 'thatawait me dafur, Yai? 
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\ Va HILF, I bang on \ your dons, intracted to lose For, 
High swells my y 8ad heart, and fast my tears flow; 

Yet think, not of colduess they fall to dcene yt 
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That heart, which is mine. on a rival e's * 
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And wi hearts fir o sorrow the tings ter. © bak 


While Caledonia w 
To view her Bard Bense — eeping, 


The cauld sleep o death, el ig tas. . 
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And sweetly did ponder, - 2:4 
In his native strains — brealk'd outils ta... N 
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Make him cease frae roaming. | = EO 
And his last setting sun did a its ra, 
And how short was itesta gg. 5 2 7's 767 | 
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Along wi' bis Jean, baith lanely * wars. e 
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For her dear Lord, Robin, FER 5 
4 Nae mair to enjoy dim, now yy inthe clay. NES 
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Bewail him, ye willows, | 
| Likewise ye green valleys, . ., 
And ye lanely glens, where hie used to stra:; 
Our Bard nae mair will sing N 
The sweets o' smiling spriggg. 
Poor Rebin, alas! lies cauld 1 in the clay. 
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But his fam'd flowing pages. OY, 

Shall shine thro“ all r 
And his name be rever't in auld Scotland for ay; „ 

Then wi' joy hail the morning, 1 

Our Bard he was. horn in, FO 
In mem ry o him flo cad in the b. 


